The Townspeople Drive Letizia Out
And now they were coming to drive her out, with her
sons away, Joseph south, Napoleon on an expedition
against Sardinia, and Lucien at Toulon. They never
should have let him go. For Lucien had let his tongue
wag again, this time with disastrous results. In his fieriest
harangues yet, at Toulon and Marseilles, he had de-
nounced the beloved leader Paoli. This was the last straw.
Since the Bonapartes were so enamoured of France, said
the Ajaccians, there let them go!
Resistance, Letizia knew, was hopeless. Nevertheless
she had outlined a plan for defense worthy even of her
second son, and, to carry it out, summoned every hand
she could from the farms at Bocognano and Melleli. But
Fesch and Cousin Ramolino had tried to dissuade her.
And there were the children. So, resolute yet wavering
because of them, she drew bolts and bars, this May night,
saw that the men were sentineling terrace and doorways;
then for a moment stood watching the stars above the
belfries of San Giovanni Battista, the last petals falling
in the gardens, and listened for footsteps, hoping her sons
would come.
Later, she undressed and fell asleep, to be awakened,
about ten o'clock, by a light violently flaming over her
pillow. It was a torch of fir held by a bronzed arm; and
in the orange and soot-black fumes she saw that the room
was filled with armed men. But their faces, though fierce,
were very friendly.
"Signora Letizia," said the holder of the torch, "rise
quickly! In the woods are armed bands coming for you.
You have in us a faithful escort. We will take you safely
over the hills."
"Would you have me run away, Cousin Costa?" asked
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